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tudes, it has long averaged the respectable though by 
no means formidable number of seven hundred stu- 
dents. 

Meanwhile, there are few structures in the world 
really of less architectural interest than the University 
of Heidelberg, which stands on the level of the town it- 
self, only moderately removed above that of the Neckar, 
while this first elevation is very far below that occu- 
pied by the Castle, and that very considerably below 
the still higher eminences of the Molkencur and the 
Konigsstuhl, which both dominate it. The Hoch- 
strasse (High Street) of the city is nearly two lAiles 
in length, running more or less parallel with the 
Neckar, and all the other streets debouching into it. 
Back of the town rise a range of well-wooded hills, 
forming one side of the valley of the Neckar, while 
on the other side of the river, opposite the city, 
the corresponding hills are 
clothed with vineyards, giv- 
ing a very beautiful Rhine- 
finish to the whole s.cene. 
Taken all in all, Heidelberg 
may be said to have a charm- 
ing location; and there are 
few evening resorts more 
tempting than the banks of 
th'e Neckar, below the town, 
with the ferries and rowing 
opportunities (including the 
^ ' Students'- Walk " across the 
river) — always provided that 
the promenader, and the lady 
who may be supposed to 
make the scene perfect with 
her . presence, are proof 
against \h^ prohoscides of a few 
millions of gnats and mos- 
quitos, which (alas for the 
destruction of romance, as 
that of comfort, involved !) 
seem to have been matricu- 
lated at the celebrated uni- 
versity and to enjoy all the 
freedom of the place. 

It is no slight climb to the 
Castle of Heidelberg, through 
and above the old town that 
has itself been climbing the 
great hill for centuries. But 
when the route is once com- 
pleted, it is safe to say that 
the tourist stands beside and 
amid the ruins of one of the 
most magnificent semi-royal 
structures of the Middle 
Ages. A veritable palace as 
well as a castle, as we have 
already said, this residence 
has been in its day ; and few 
ruined buildings in all the 
world have fought decay 
more stoutly, in spite of the 
fact that it is reputed to have 
been pillaged three times, 

five times bombarded, and twice so nearly laid in 
ashes as the solidity of its stone-work would allow. 
Among the struggles it has seen have been some of 
those of Tilly and Wallenstein, the latter made so cele- 
brated by the master-hand of Schiller ; and among 
the brightest of its periods was that which gave birth 
to that portion called the ^'English Palace," the 
Elector Palatine Frederick the Fifth, King of Bohe- 
mia, having built it as an additionally splendid resi- 
dence for his northern bride, Elizabeth, daughter of 
the first English Jamie Stuart. It is said that Conrad 
of Hohenstauffen, at a much earlier period, began to 
give it the semblance of a palace, from the original 
square sombreness ; that it was literally reconstructed 
by the Electors Robert I. and II. ; and that towers and 
terraces without stint, combining once to give it the 
name of the ''German Alhambra,'' were contributed 
by Louis the Peaceful and Frederick IV., with the 
before-mentioned culmination supplied by his suc- 
cessor of the same name. In the reign of the latter. 



Bavaria took it, and the great Palatinate library was 
carried away to Rome ; and Louis XIV. of France 
made so much account of destroying it, that Boileau 
furnished him with the motto, ^^ Heidelberga deleta^" 
as a new title of honor, for having ''wiped out Hei- 
delberg. " 

Much of the elaborate and costly work of old yet 
lingers, in the statuary in .the court-yard, however 
stained, defaced and broken ; and a proof of the 
fidelity of the architecture is shown in the "Riven 
Tower,", or "Rent Tower," attempted to be blown 
up by the French, in temporary possession, and in 
pursuance of Louis' laudable design, in 1693, but 
only fallen apart without the least crumbling of the 
walls ; and a still stronger proof is said to have been 
shown in 1764, when it was struck and half-unroofed 
by lightning, but without serious damage to the body 




Forest, etc.. But one still finer is to be enjoyed from 
the locality of the Molkencur (whey-cure), some 
hundreds of feet still higher ; and from the tower on 
the Konigsstuhl (Kings-Seat), still some hundreds of 
feet higher, even the second is to be found materially 
surpassed. Two or three miles east of the castle is to 
be visited the Wolfsbrunnen (Wolf-Spring), a favorite 
resort of the students as well as of travelers, with the 
additional charm of the great fish-ponds belonging to 
the Grand Duke, in which may be found some of the 
most magnificent trout in the world — if possible, a 
shade finer than those of the "Tahoe Fisheries," on 
the way between Truckee and Lake Tahoe, on the 
borders of California. Taken all in all, undoubtedly 
Heidelberg, physically, and in view of the effect it 
has produced on the mind and the politics of Europe, 
throughout several centuries, is better deserving of its 
world-wide reputation than 
most places similarly hon- 
ored ; and certain it is that 
centuries are likely to elapse 
before it palls in the attrac- 
tion which it presents to the 
student of history and the 
lover of the picturesque. 

Among the illustrations 
which we present in connec- 
tion, will be found the splen- 
did general view of Heidel- 
berg and its castle, from the 
Neckar ; the Riven Tower, 
showing the effect and the 
non-effect of French powder ; 
a part of the great court- 
yard of the castle, with some 
of the statuary yet remaining 
intact and colossal ; and an 
old fountain and still older 
house in the city proper, con- 
veying admirably the antique 
features of this scenic and 
architectural glory of the 
Rhine Palatinate. 
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COURT-YARD OF HEIDELBERG CASTLE. 

of the wonderful structure. It is in the vaults below 
the castle that the celebrated ' ' Heidelberg Tun " may 
be inspected by those fond of the magnificently use- 
less — that circular vat, holding 800 hogsheads, or 
about 280,000 bottles of wine, having only found its 
fill three times since its construction, and then only 
for brief periods, the remainder of the time being 
devoted to emptiness within and a sort of pitying 
wonder without, in spite of the ludicrous romance of 
the story of Clement Perkeo, the jester of the builder, 
the Elector Charles Theodore, — which colossal joker 
is said to have drunk his eighteen bottles of wine per 
day, for a considerable period, in honor of the Tun, 
and finally procured himself to be buried with his 
mouth directly under the great faucet, so that he 
could keep on drinking indefinitely ! 

It need scarcely be said that one of the most charm- 
ing views in all Central Europe is to be caught from 
and around the walls of the brave old castle — over 
the valley of the Neckar, the Odenwald, the Black 



I SHALL never forget that 
autumn day. I can remem- 
ber, now, just how the red 
leaves floated down from the 
maple in the yard, and how 
some of them dropped on 
the evergreens, and made 
such a pretty contrast. I 
was only eight years old, and 
had just been dressed in a 
bright blue poplin, a white 
frilled apron, and blue boots. 
How proud I was of my 
neat appearance, especially 
of my long, light curls, that 
reached below my waist ! I 
was expecting company that 
afternoon — two boy cousins 
and their little sister. They lived a few miles from 
us, in the country ; but we often visited each other, 
and were warm friends and allies. I anticipated rare 
fun ; for I had a new doll to show Maud, and some 
splendid story-books for Harry and Will. While I 
was amusing myself by alternately watching for their 
arrival, and looking at myself in the mirror, my 
mother went for a few minutes into neighbor HaskeFs, 
who lived next door. I suddenly thought of the 
sweetmeats that I had seen mother put in the preserve 
closet that morning ; and tempted, I suppose, by the 
demon who attends children, I ran to see if the door 
was locked. No ; there was the key in the lock, and 
the door was actually a little way open. I peeped in, 
took the cover off a jar of grape jam, and was im- 
mediately fascinated beyond power of resistance. A 
spoon was speedily found, and then grape jam was no 
longer a thing ardently hoped for, a dream, a phantasy, 
but a joyful reality. 

You can imagine the result. We need a great deal 
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of experience before we can be trusted with that which 
we like very much. I was excessively fond of sweet- 
meats, and had eaten enough for a large family, when 
my mother coming suddenly in, arrested me in my 
mad career. 

Well, there was no visiting with Harry and the rest. 
I grew desperately sick, and had to be put to bed in 
broad daylight, with the sun looking in at my window, 
and laughing at me. Mamma wouldn't even let my 
cousins come up to amuse me, for she said that a 
little girl who turned herself into a pig ought not to 
associate with children. So I lay and listened to their 
merry voices, and knew that they were playing the 
very games that I liked best, and worse than all, were 
getting on very well without me. That evening, after 
they were all gone, my good mother came to my room 
with a bowl of gruel, and comforted my stomach 
and my heart at the same 
time. She gave me a little 
lecture, too, illustrated with 
kisses, and finished up by 
saying that ' ' everybody who 
steals sweetmeats will finally 
come to water gruel. " 

Ah, many a time in the 
days that followed, after the 
mother-lips were sealed in 
death, did I remember the 
experience and the lesson 
that followed it. 

There was my friend, Tom 
Vernon — a glorious fellow. 
No company vwas complete 
without him. He could 
bewitch your soul with his 
music ; convulse you with 
laughter when he chose to 
tell stories ; win you to tears 
when he was sentimental ; in 
short, play upon your heart 
as if you were a piano. But 
he hated the plain bread and 
butter of life, and wanted to 
live upon sweetmeats. He 
did not know (how many 
do?) that pleasure is only 
meant to give flavor to the 
substantial food, and so made 
himself sick, poor fellow, 
exactly as I did with my 
grape jam. He did not 
know that the soul must be 
fed with common, hard, sub- 
stantial duties ; that upon 
such diet it will thrive, and 
grow strong, and learn to 
despise sweetmeats out of 
their true place. He grew 
sicker and sicker, and finally 
came to the water gruel of 
dependence before he had 
reached middle life. 

Then there was sweet 
Blanche Ferris. How many 

good qualities she had ! When we were school- 
girls together, she used to talk in her enthusiastic 
way of heroism and self-denial ; and when we read 
in our histories of grand and glorious deeds, her dark 
eyes would fill with light, and a look would come 
into her beautiful face that promised great things for 
the future. Yes, she had a beautiful face, and that 
was one of her temptations. She was praised, and 
sought for by those whose aims were low, whose 
hearts were ignoble ; and loving praise and admira- 
tion too well, she neglected the strong meat of earnest 
effort, of heroic striving, and made herself sick with 
• sweetmeats. She gave herself in marriage to a man 
whose.only claim was his great wealth. She was able 
to adorn herself with elegant apparel ; to spend her 
time in any way that fanfcy or whim dictated ; to 
associate with those who are called great. But the old 
enthusiasm died ; the love of heroism, of self-sacri- 
fice, that used to glorify her face, was hidden far down 
in her heart, and never allowed to influence her 



actions. She loved sweetmeats too well ; and fortune, 
like a careless mother, had left the door open to the 
closet where the preserves were k^pt But the inevit- 
able result came soon. A cruel husband, the ill- 
health that follows excess, the surfeit that is worse 
than hunger, made her life at last intolerable. Her 
soul was made for duty and noble love, and she had 
ruined it with sweetmeats. 

There are young men and women, many of them, 
who complain bitterly of the tyranny of circum- 
stances. But untoward circumstances are the key that 
keeps us from the tempting jam. We all have un- 
developed souls in our grpwn-up bodies. What we 
want is not usually that which is best for us ; simply 
because we want, as children, who know nothing of 
themselves. Effort is the souFs best food, and those 
circumstances are beneficent that make action neces- 
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OLD FOUNTAIN, HEIDELBERG. 

sary. He who has earned his sweetmeats by long and 
earnest work, will in the process have so outgrown his 
childish nature, that he can be safely trusted not to 
overeat. I believe it to be a law, founded in nature, 
that strength to gain guarantees strength to abstain. 
Therefore, he who finds a coveted joy out of his 
reach, may comfort himself with the reflection, that 
the desire of his heart is like grape jam, kept out of 
the way of the children ; for I think that we may be 
pretty sure that when we are full-grown, our mother, 
Nature, will not take the trouble to lock up her 
sweetmeats. — Mrs. M. F. Butts. 



Arrogance. — When Diogenes came to Olympia 
and perceived some Rhodian youths dressed with 
great splendor and magnificence, he said with a smile 
of contempt, *'This is all arrogance." Afterward 
some Lacedemonians came in his way, as mean and as 
sordid in their attire as the dress of the others was 
rich. ''This," said he, *' is also arrogance. " — yElian. 



SHADOWS OF 1780. 

In speaking of the Mischianza as nearly concluding 
the British occupation of Philadelphia, necessarily a 
considerable advance has been made, in point of time, 
beyond that so far reached in the regular course of 
this chronicle, which does not extend further than the 
middle of January, 1778.' Two reasons have induced 
the introduction of that special festivity, in the para- 
graphs lately preceding — the desire to restore the 
atmosphere of the time, as nearly as possible, in deal- 
ing with men who took such leading part in it, and 
the necessity of relating, with reference to the Mischi- 
anza itself, certain circumstances now almost or quite 
forgotten, and yet of so startling a character that they 
deserve to be retained vividly in recollection. It is 
quite possible, too, that the 
relation is inevitable, as due 
to the truth of history, and 
perhaps capable of correcting 
an impression which would 
seem to be erroneous as sen- 
sational. 

Intimations . that the fate 
of Major Andre, one of the 
chief actors in the Mischi- 
anza, in the Arnold treason 
of 1780, had been foretold 
to him, long in advance of 
that period, through instru- 
mentalities unexplainable if 
not supernatural — these have 
not been wanting, at different 
times during the century 
gone by since the falling of 
his doom. But it is only 
truth to say that they have 
generally been disregarded, 
if not ridiculed — the theory 
of ' ' coming events " casting 
*' shadows before" in the 
shape of prophetic visions 
more or less misty, being 
held untenable by the world 
of stern reasoners. How 
much of intrinsic truth, 
meanwhile, may lie in the 
idea, is one of those questions 
which the hard reasoners will 
not settle, during the whole 
progress of terrestrial time, 
to the satisfaction of all others 
than themselves. And some- 
thing more than a vague im- 
pression may exist, in the 
minds of those made aware 
of the allegations connected 
with the career of the unfor- 
tunate Swiss-Briton, and who 
do not discredit the plainly 
recorded word of Holy Writ 
as to spectral possibilities 
existing in the far past, — 
that he may have been among those whose fatal 
fortunes so darkly clouded the curtain of the future, 
that even finite eyes could see some glimmer of the 
awful truth casting the dark shadow. 

Ay, possibly they may go a step further, and believe 
that such a reversal of the ordinary laws of nature 
governing the human senses, took place more than 
once, in the course of a career elsewhere considered 
to have been alike exceptionally brilliant, moderate 
opportunities considered, and exceptionally unfortu- 
nate in the light of successes once won and favorit- 
isms once so firmly established. 

In an English magazine of distinguished though 
ephemeral celebrity, bearing date some quarter of a 
century since, was given a relation of an event said to 
have occurred at the residence of a friend of Miss 
Anna Seward, a minor poetess, daughter of a clergy- 
man at Lichfield, in England, and cousin to that 
Honora Sneyd to whom Andre had held so tender 
an early attachment, previous to her marriage to 



